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Her early leaf’s a flower; i 4 a 
But only so an hour. ut 
Then leaf subsides to leaf. 8) 
So Eden sank to grief, 
So dawn goes down to day. . 
Nothing gold can Stay. Sar 
Rosert Frost 
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But Time will be dead : 
_ when I’m forgetting. 


The Hours 


So swrrr, so swift the summer, 
So rushed the radiant days, 
We might have guessed the Hours 
Were stirring up the haze 
To spread upon the landscape, 
Were sewing on the hush 
That was to fall on Eden 
When autumn parted us. 
Agony is something 
It takes a while to make— 
The Hours must have hurried 
Our happy hearts to break. 


[5] 


Presczence 


We xissep and laughed; 
The lattice winked, 

The chimney snorted, 

The fire blinked; 

The moonlight stepped 

On the old stone floor, 

The dark from the hall 
Looked in through the door; 
We did not remark: 

The cynical eyes 

Of the candles, 

Or hear the spark’s surprise— 
We thought we were safe 
With our youth and You— 
But I wonder now 

If the house knew? 


[6] 


The Lonely House 


‘Tuers is no one now in the house at all 
Draw the curtain and drop the latch, 
No one to see the wild tears fall, 
No one to hear the held breath catch. 


No one? What gossamer laugh is this? 
Threading among the sobs and prayers— 

Hush! it’s our old Dreams whispering 
Sitting out there on the stairs. 


[7] 


Asearch 


T saw a woman walking 
On a very natrow span 

Which from the world we know sont 
Into the ether ran: 


She walked somnambulantly sure, 
As one absorbed in sleep, 

And never seemed to swerve at all, 
To pause, look back, or weep. 


And yet it must have seemed quite strange 
To step that skyey shelf— 

I looked again and saw the one 
Who swayed there was myself. 


[8] 


ut dee were sharp and bright, | 
ce I’ve handled them so much 
Ts they are smooth and white: 


—— 


Se eheheeet V-ge-nut to walk ; ey 
I carry them about:— 

The days we had, they were so few! 

_ I must not wear them out. 


[9] 


Sky Lilies 


Onzr’s satisfied with larkspur 
Who has a hand to hold: 

But he who walks in silence 
Is thirsty for the cold 

Touch of the white sky lilies 
The clouds sometimes unfold. 


[10] 


Gardening 


Wun the catalogues came from Holland 
—We sat in the chimney crook— 

You said, ‘‘Put the orange tulips 
In your very favorite nook.”’ 


You sat with your arm around me, 
—Smiling the order gave— 

We thought not that fall had found me 
Planting them on your grave. 


[x1] 


But What Is That? 


Tue weeds are rank, 
The grass uncut, 
The vines swing wild, 
The door is shut: 


The clock has stopped, 
Stark is the bed, 
The fire’s out, 
My Love is dead— 


But what is that? 
In here! Out there! 
Was that the wind 
Along the stair? 


Was that a hand 

That stirred the curtain? 
Was that a laugh? 

I am not certain— 


Love! Are you there? 
Or is it only 

That I am mad 
As well as lonely? 


[12] 


On a Gusty Night 


I sar all alone till the candles were guttered 

While the gusts struck the panes till the chintzes fluttered: 
The sea ran high, and the dark ran after 

And the house sighed deep, (it was built for laughter), 
And I mended with tears my own black stocking 

Till I marked the cradle on the stone hearth, rocking: 


And there in the shadow a woman was bending, 

A homelike look to the scared room lending, 

**T just rock the cradle from habit,’’ she said, 

**For I know very well that the baby is dead.’’ 

So I let her rock—I had lost my lover— 

And we listened to the wind from Capéum blow over. 


Then I saw near the corner in the old wing chair 

A sprig-muslined maiden wringing her hair, 

Her dress was dabbled, her eyes were red— 

*‘He was drowned at Madequech4m,”’ she said, 

‘‘But this is the chair where we both used to sit’’— 
And I said, ‘You're welcome, for we’re not using it.”’ 


Then beside the mantel full of pewter and of delf 

A crooked Sire tottered by the warping shelf, 

His gnarled fingers shook as he fumbled to a chair, 

He said, ‘‘I want a hand that I left somewhere’’— 

And I cried out, ‘‘Comrades! Were you always so near?’’ 
“We were, but you were dancing, you could not sce or 


hear.”’ 
[13] 


So if, some night, when the surf is running high, 
Any gay earth-thralled should be passing here-by, 
Come in and you will see us as we rock to and fro— 
The Shades and I and Sorrow, a-sitting in a row. 


[x4] 


Joy He Was a Lightsome Lad 


O Joy he was a lightsome lad! 
On windy moor and hollow 
I followed him till one gold day 
He turned and said 
““Goodmorrow!”’ 


“‘T cannot live alone,”’ I cried, 
“Whose footsteps shall I follow?”’ 
“If you can’t live alone,”’ he said, 
*‘Why you can live with 
Sorrow!”’ 


[15] 


Laggard in Sleep 


I was the one ever laggard in sleep . 

While you brushed the dew where the mealy plums creep, 
I stirred to the sound of your voice by the bed 

Crying, ‘“The cranberry bog is rose-red— 

The Madeket surf is as high as a house! 

And down at Capaum I have just seen a grouse! 

And the dews and the black caps are thick in the grass 
And the beach plums are purple—Wake up, Bonnie Lass!”’ 


But now it is you who are laggard in sleep 

While I brush the dews where the mealy plums creep, 
And when I am come to stand over your head 

To tell you the cranberry bog is rose-red, 

And the Madeket surf is as high as a house 

And down at Capéum I have just seen a grouse 

And the lily is holding for you it’s red cup— 

And the beach plums are ready—you do not wake up. 


[16] 
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Lullaby 


Huss, Dearheart! red lilies keeping 
Watch above your startled head— 

You must rest, though I be sleeping 
In a different sort of bed. 


Hush, Dearheart! the mole and rabbit 
Will stay with you when I go— 
Living, loving’s been our habit, 
Now we'll learn what others know. 


Hush! nor mind the sea’s wild breaking, 
(Owls stay with him, it is late!) 
Sleep! a shroud we all are making— 
I'll lie with you, only wait. 


[17] 


Had You Been Old 


Hap you been old I might be reconciled 
To see you gathered to the silent wild, 

Were your days darkened, weary, shattered, told, 
Had life with disillusion been defiled, ; 
And grief poured on your head it’s molten gold— 

Had you been old— 


But you were young: your faith a fire unshaken, 
Your hair bright tossed with wind, your breath swift 
taken 
With dear delight of earth, with arms outflung 
To joy. Just then, just then to be forsaken 
Of breath! to leave the melody unsung, 
When you were young! 


If I were old, if only I were still 
And weary with the washing of the will 
Against the cliff of chance: if I were cold 
I'd loose your hand, see your sail full and fill 
Knowing the next fierce gale would slack my hold, 
If I were old. 


But we were young, we were not tired. Oh Love! 
Rocked in life’s beauty, laved in joy thereof, 
We did not see the severing wave high flung 
In sparkling air our sanguine heads above— 
Until the crash of waters struck and stung— 
For we were young. 


[18] 


Closet Room 


You were the shelf on which I laid 
All of the dreams and prayers I prayed. 


I was the hook on which you flung 
All of your joys—and safe they hung. 


Now our dreams and prayers and all 
Scatter the floor of an empty hall: 


I have no place to lay my prayers— 
And what do you do for hooks upstairs? 


[19] 


The Death of a House 


Hie with ivy 

The wounds in her side, 
An old house panted 

The lane beside; 


From anguished cornice 
The beads of pain 

Wandered to the lintel 
And mixed with rajn: 


The curtains gasped 
In and out, the door 
Fluttered, then slammed, 
To open no more. 


[20] 


Love's Immortality 
Eight Years Old 


Wren stilled at last are all these shrouding tears 
And I look down the yearning of the years 
Through perilous pall of doubt and drought to be, 
Two eyes flare forth your immortality— 

Bright locks of swept and sunshine laden hair 
Blow free again upon the windy air, 

Adventuring feet as swift, as bold, as glad, 

Race over sands where once your joy you had. 
Heart of my Heart! does, then, your struggling breath 
Extinguished, still sing on in spite of death? 

Go caroling across the misty moors 

In throat as sweet, on feet as fleet as yours? 
Strange wisdom in a bold and guileless eye 

Gives to oblivion the immortal lie— 

And arms blind-groping in the dark for you 

Clasp a bright spark, the eternal residue. 


[21] 


Second Death 


Swirr Death came windily over the moors 
With an ocean tang, from a sky of blue 
And a golden sun—False Death, ‘twas you 

Slammed to our doors! 


Wind! we thought, when we felt your breath, 
Windy friend from the comrade sky 
We snatched at you as you blew us by— 
But you blew death! — 


Savage and windy! You can’t atone! 
You blew our golden sun in the sea 
And then you struck, shrieking windily, 
Now I’m alone. 


That day is over, no power returns 
That wild sirocco, that scorching sun 
Will never sink more for any one— 

Deep memory burns: 


But save me now from that death too kind, 
That second death,—I’ll go tempest tossed— 
But let me not look on the thing I’ve lost, 

And be resigned. 


[22] 


The Golden Shells on Pocomo 


Tue golden shells on Pocomo 
The sea can squander now, 

The wild marshmallows at Capéum 
The storm may bend and bow, 


Roll in strong surf at Madeket, 
Leave salt to filter rain, 

Beach grass upon the moor can grow 
In brine, as I in pain: 


And other lovers in the broom, 
Athirst for a stiff breeze, 

May drink the froth of morning up 
And I will take the lees. 


For one who walked as blithely 
And swore he loved this ground, 
Has now become a part of it— 
Oh friend! step soft around. 


[23] 


Cataclysm 


T was joy 
And bliss 
And pain, 
I was sun 
And moon 
And rain! 


Now I’m nothing 
And I spin 

In a world 

Of death and sin. 
Sinks the sun 

In a black sea, 

I am lashed 

To mystery. 


Nothing once 
And free to spin 
In a world 
Of death and sin— 
I am joy 
And bliss 
And pain, 
I am sun 
And moon 
And rain. 


[24] 


Try 


T toox down 

The flowers’ throats, 
Peer into 

The roadside moats, 
Eye the spot 

The lightning’s riven, 
Look beneath 

Each stone for heaven: 


Then the reeds 
Begin to flutter, 
All the ponds 
Grow bright and utter 
Ripples—and 
The quicksands shake 
Underneath the 
Quivering brake— 


Suddenly 

Across the moors 
Every patch 

Of pine has doors— 
Lichened boughs 

Make lintels thru 
Which I flit— 

And dusk shuts to. 


[25 ] 


Rain 


Axx day long the clouds draw up 
Sorrows from the earth’s full cup: 
At night they loose their folded pain 
And drop it on the world in rain. 


Would you go where naught appals 

Find some plane where no rain falls— 
But think before you seek repose, 

Where no rain falls, there no grass grows. 


[26] 


The Lost Lyris 


My uearr’s a lyre one hand alone can play— 
That hand is mute. 
Now all day long my little house 
Of song is destitute: 
But when night comes and all grief’s comforters 
Have closed their wings— 
Within these dear, dark, dedicated walls 
Fugitive as breath, a homing finger falls 
Upon the strings— 
And my heart sings. 


[27] 
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[31] 


White Day 


Wuen the ice on the edge of the pool is blue 
And the skis in the shed are ghosts of you, 


When the cottonwood tree is congealed in space 
And the house wears a pale and narrow face; 


When a white wind pries the doors apart 
And thoughts drift cold against the heart— 


I scarcely know which I wish most . 
That you were here, or I were a ghost. 


[32] 
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[33] . 


Fire Song 


Lasr fall we garnered in 
Fuel for the fires of love, 
Here in the fireside bin : 

CO flame we knew not of!) 


Such stores of spark and fire! 
Bold tongues of joy upthrown! 

Flames rising high and higher— 
I burn alone! alone! 


[34] 


Blown Leaves 


Ir ts winter in your toolhouse, 
There is rust on the hammer, 
There are leaves in your chair. 
Mice are busy with the riding boots: 
Down on Penn Street Mrs. Mulcahy 
Has made breeches out of your golf things, 
Breeches for Mike and Handy 
To cry in on the corners— 
“Extra! Extra! 

All about the Big Fight! 

All about the Suicide! 

All about the Robbery!’’ 
Are you glad sometimes, 
Are you glad ever, 
It is winter in your toolhouse, 
There is rust now on the hammer, 
Only leaves left, 
Only blown leaves, 
In your chair? 


[35] 


Your Hands 


Swrrr, silent, sentient, 
Dragging a felled tree to fire 
And fruition: : 


Signing colored thoughts 
On a white sheet 
Musing: 


Tying drifted delphinium 
To a stone wall 
At sunrise: 


Heaving heavy stones 
For a hot hearth 
In snow-storm: 


Piling iced apples 
On a blue dish 
For company: 


Waving “‘Come soon!’ 


As you smiled out 
For Eternity. 


[36] 


The Airy Gown 


Ererniry, one afternoon, 
Came here to live with me, 

He brushed my roof off with his hand 
And said, *‘Now you can see.”’ 


He stood like Lincoln, or like God, 
He smiled as he looked down— 
‘Now you've no roof to cover you, 

Best change that airy gown.” 


[37] 


Partitioned 


Iw rae next room 
I hear the people choose 
Whether they wear blue or gold, 
—Jade or silver shoes. 


That I think’s a tongue 

I once spoke and knew— 
Lilac, jade, silver, 

Amber? Green? Blue? 


[38] 


If- 


Ir Gop should come and tell me 
I could have you for an hour, 

If I'd give up the forty years 
That's left to me for dower; 


I'd put my airy gown on, 
Re-light the dying fire, 

And burn up all my nights and days 
And have my heart’s desire. 


[39] 


Riches 


O Gon, you are so rich in Heaven— 
Plato beside you stands, 

And Dante helps in Paradise, 4 
With such well-practiced hands: 


And Homer’s there to sing you songs, 
And Florence Nightingale 

Will nurse you with her loving hands 
When your kind face is pale: 


And if you feel the heavy load 
When Heaven's day is done,— 

You have beside you every night 
Jesu, your own dear Son. 


And Mary’s near to smooth the clouds 
And ease your every moan; 

But when the nights are dark and cold 
I go to bed alone. 


[40] 


The Death of Joy 


Joy is dying 
Ring the bell 
Ding Dong Bell! 
Ding Dong Bell! 


See how silently reposes 
One so gay, who now discloses 
Only breath of last year’s roses: 


But as beauteous joy expires 
What a clanging in the spires, 
What a shout of cosmic choirs! 


Such a rending of the skies, 
(Such divineness in your eyes 
I will haunt wild Paradise!) 


Such diminishing of earth— 
Banish pleasure, vanish, Mirth! 
Comes the lonely astral birth: 


Loose and leave the old belief, 
Let the winds take the bright leaf— 
Joy is dead—Long live grief! 


Ding Dong Bell. 


[41] 


When You Were Here 


Wauen you were here I did not sing at all— 
Why sing a kiss? 
Better to let it fall, : 
We always thought, where it brought instant bliss, 
Kisses are native songs, they never pall, 
Must I, Sharp Life, now learn to sing, not kiss? 


My verses were the quivering in the air 
You passed along; 
Your wild step on the stair 
My lyric peal; and when the nights were long 
My poem was this hand upon your hair; 
My waking eyes for you my only song. 


But now my heart stabs to a sterner fate, 
Art, on that stair 
Has tripped me; all too late 
I look! I look! O Love, you are not there. 
Joy flickers out in grief articulate, 
And my first song strikes, startled, on the air. 


[42] 


In Store 


Tuere came a certain birthday 
—You had left me just before— 

When I laid my golden girdle 
And my red gown in a drawer: 


And peace I folded neatly 
And joy I hung to air— 
It took both hands to lift it 
Along the attic stair— 


Bliss I tied in lavender 
And comfort laid in rue, 
And packed away my laughter 
Till next I should see you. 


[43 ] 


The Lantern 


Tux lantern by the portico, 
Bright cynosure of dreams, 

Upon how many merry friends 
You tossed your yellow beams! 


The Terry clock struck out the hour, 
The oaken door swung wide, 

Though icicles hung long without 
The candles burned inside. 


Geraniums upon a sill 
For frosty panes atone— 

The chintz and Windsor chairs were drawn 
Close to the wide hearth-stone. 


I do not light the lantern now 
And merry ones have turned 

To gayer hearths than ours, my dear, 
Where late the candles burned: 


But sometimes on a gusty night, 
Through casement dark I see 
A hand out in the windy storm 

Lighting the lamp for me. 


[44] 


The Secret 


Wirz evening to midnight advancing 
Across the dark lawn where I stand, 

I watch through a window the dancing 
That we used to step hand in hand: 


Charlie and Harry and Mary, 

They glide and they turn and they swing, 
When suddenly, light-foot and airy, 

Our Ghosts flutter down in the ring. 


Your laugh is more buoyant than Harry’s, 
Your step it is lighter than most— 

But sweet is the music that carries 
Us back to the dancing, dear Ghost! 


So now take the next one with Nancy, 
And I'll try another with Dave— 

But hush! they don’t know yet, or fancy, 
That all dances lead to the grave. 


[45] 


Sewing 


Tuey sit and sew; 
Stitch, stitch; 
Rip, rip; 

Laugh, laugh; 
Snip snip; 


I am sewing too, but my fingers are invisible 
The lightning is my scissors, 
When it splits the sky 
I run my hands along the edges 
To see if I can slip through; 
The thin clouds I am tearing to pieces, 
Swiftly, 
(As they tear the lawn for their children’s dresses) 
To see what’s on the other side. 


Rip, rip; 
Laugh, laugh; 
Snip, snip! 


They are sewing on buttons 

For Jim and Andrew and Jason, 
Neatly, with a comfortable thread 
Bought down at Carton’s 
Where Francie’s father made his fortune. 


The stars are my buttons— 
Lightning my scissors and thread. 
I am tired 

Reaching. 


[46] 
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The Fearless 


Feartess are they whom lightning 
Has never speared with pain 
And so are the Already Dead 
Who cannot feel again: 
So Ignorance and Knowledge 
Walk calmly side by side— 
One’s brave because he does not know— 
One has already died. 


[47] 


Winter Dusk 


Home bent cars plough traffic through 
Sowing sparks on the Avenue. 

Steeple bells play ‘‘Home, Sweet Home,”’ 
Yellow windows beckon “‘Come.”’ 
My feet drag as I walk by— 

Feet nor cars can scale the sky. 


[48] 


Folc ed away in the darkness. 


| Ay Ido not find the dress at all 
But a bright day I lost one fall 
As. 


c 
eel 
A 


Drops from the hushed things in the drawer 
_ And runs along the attic floor— 


_ The pale dust rises as I leap 
_ To seize that day I found asleep; 


But lost days are so light and thin 


They go where I can’t enter in, 
They go where I can’t enter in. 


[49] 


The Golden Ball 


I use to carry happiness 
Like a golden ball— 

I had to walk so timidly 
For fear I'd let it fall. 


But someone snatched it from me 
And threw it to the sky— 
Now my arms are empty 
There’s none so brave as I. 


[50] 


Eternity 


Tue night was fair and the moon 
Shone still on the breast of the sea. 
Hushed in our hearts were we 
That the old was made new so soon: 
We heard the footsteps of Time 
Come running with bliss; sublime 
Was the sea’s antiphonal chime— 
With its spray we were christened and strewn— 
Out of memory love was hewn. 


With startled and wild surprise 
We clasped who were only met— 
(The Giver does not forget) 
The rhythm of time never dies: 
In the rushes we once had lain, 
We had speeded the ancient plain, 
We had lived together with pain— 
We had closed down each other’s eyes— 
Above us the old, old skies. 


And kisses of old, old years 
Sprang sweet to our famished lips— 
The moon was in swift eclipse, 

Our cheeks knew the old, old tears. 
We felt the pulse of the sea 
Throbbing eternity 
Compounded of you and me, 


[5x] 


And we hid, in our bliss, the fears 
Of the bitter, the parted years. 


But time, which gave, flings apart, 
And now by the deep ravine 
You rest again in the green, 

Quenched your surpriséd heart— 
And I, like a sail new furled, 
Like Hope in a chrysalis curled, 
I am leaning against the world— ~ 

Till time once again fills its part— 

And leap! Ileap! To your heart. 


[52] 


Tears 


Naveur that is human 
Can lend to me ears 
For man born of woman 

Is craven of tears: 


Fleet-foot with compassion, 
But swift and away, 

Like the doe from the passion 
Of torrent and spray. 


But clouds, you can weep, 
O wind, be my brother! 

Swept pines on the steep 
Be my father and mother! 


The crag is my town 
And the wind is my will, 
I will lay my brow down 
On the brow of a hill: 


And into the measureless 
Stream of the years 

I will drop all my treasureless 
Burden of tears. 


[53] 


Blessings 


Turse things still bless— 
Fire, 

Because the world is cold: 
A sharp caress 

Re-lived again: 

Pain, that puts out the brighter pain . 
A moment—rain 

Because you loved it: 

Sleep, with a hand to hold— 
(Dreams, embers!) 

And the poised, breathless moment 
On the ledge of day 

Ere the poor heart remembers. 


[54] 
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Spring 


Serine knocked thrice upon the door, 
I let her in with dawn— 

I thought it was September 
But she told me winter’d gone: 


Time is not Time without you 
And breath is hardly breath, 

And crocuses are little ghosts, 
And nothing lives but death. 


[59] 


The Verge of Tears 


Tur verge of tears is narrow, 
Precarious to go, 

With sheerest cliffs above me 
And heaving gulfs below: 


I must walk circumspectly 
With eyes fixed on the town, 
Lest tripping on a violet 
I should go hurtling down. 


The verge of tears is slippery, 
So very sharp the edge, 

And such a little, breathless space 
To skirt the dizzy ledge: 


I must beware the red-wing, 
A ghost must never kiss, 
No space to pass a memory— 
Else—crash in the abyss. 
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[6r] 


The Daisy and the Cloud 


'W uo soars in Sorrow’s ether 
Nor sings nor speaks aloud, 
One foot upon a daisy 
One hand upon a cloud. 


[62] 


Not Spring! 


O I can bear the bitter wind 

The brittle breath, the chimney’s voices, 
And sleet is kindred to the mind 

That in a wild regret rejoices; 
I breast the storm which is unkind: 


But when the April breeze begets 
It’s scent of thyme, and tassels proud 
Swing from the poplars, my heart frets: 
O mists, come make for me a shroud 
Fastened with last spring’s violets. 


[63] 


The Invisible World 


Tus is not life, 

Life went with you 

Over there— 

I can’t say where— 

Where you are now. 

You took with you the smell of pinks 
The fun 

Of tulips in the sun; 

The peace that used to curl 
And float from kettles on the crane; 
The benison of trees and rain; 

The friendly feel of sheets that press 
Away the body’s tiredness; 

Hearts ease at dawn, 

Shouts with the wind, 

Kisses when day is gone; 

Surf on the shore— 

And blueberries that stain the hands 
And after 

Fall in the pail with laughter— 


Instead of these 
A sound— 
A rush, as of wings; 
The sight of unseeable things— 
Prayers falling out of the trees 
Floating out of the ground— 
Whisperings— 

[64] 


Fears—as they fall they freeze, 
As they freeze they fall— 
Beauty—beauty and gall! 

Skies that ensnare and estrange, 
Ether a-sweep with change; 
Hopes that are wild 

That are strange! 

Of the infinite spaces, 

Above, within and around, 
Where abide, where abound, 
The lost faces, 

Where are hid the imperishable faces 
That are not under ground. 


[65] 


The Little Cloud 


‘W uen you were on the sea-shore 
The white common sand 
Turned when I touched it 
To rubies in my hand; 


When you were in the garden 
The gay anemones 

Beckoned me to heaven 
Beneath the poplar trees; 


When you were on the mountain 
The wild mountain rill 

Gave me a song to hold— 
And I have it still; 


Now on the sea-shore 
The sand is not red; 

Down in the garden 
Anemones are fled; 


But up on the mountain 
Where we used to be 

I’ve found me a little cloud 
Next eternity. 


[66] 


The Crocus 


Crocus, you imp of earth, draw in, draw in, 
Suck your own purple back into the fell, 
How can you tempt the winter-drunken bee 
When he who planted you can neither see nor smell! 


He loved the tingling of the sharp, sweet spring, 
His heart as debonair as yours, more bright his bliss— 
How dare you stand at his closed door philandering 
When he can neither feel, nor touch, nor kiss! 


[67] 


The Lark at Dawn 


No mors for you the lark at dawn 
Trilling his little dallying air, 

He sings, O Love, but you are gone! 
Never again the lark at dawn. 


Glad would I lie where you are gone, 
With root of ivy for my fare, 

If you could hear the lark at dawn 
Trilling his light, inconsequent air. 


[68] 


When 


Wesn the bright red rose has climbed 
To the second story 
Where, O where will you be then— 
In what stage of glory? 


When the bittersweet high up 
To our chamber’s striven 

Won't God let you stay away 
One whole night from heaven? 


[69] 


The Pictured Y ou— 


"Twas one fair day in the first sad may-time 
When all the world was intent on playtime— 
The light and the free strolled over the links, 
Whistled the larks and the bobolinks; 

And the careless sat underneath the tree 
Laughing together as once laughed we. 


But I turned about and left the gay 

And found me a small sequestered way 

To a wood where a slim peach tree had mind 
To hide itself away from its kind: 

And I said, ‘“The pain less sharp would be 

If I had someone to weep with me.”’ 


And I broke some spangled branches there 
And carried them, glistening, back to where 
Your life-like, wide-eyed likeness stands 
Regarding me with it’s folded hands. 

The fresh peach blossoms were drenched with dew, — 
One bright drop spattered the pictured you; 


And gathered in your grave eye until 

Your spreading lashes appeared to fill, 

Your lips just stirred, as though to speak, 

And slowly the tear rolled down your cheek: 
Your gray eyes twinkled behind the tear 

As they always twinkled when days were dear, 


“T never denied you in life,’’ you said, 
“So why should I now that I am dead!’’ 


[70] 


Ours the Pang 


Tue sword of deprivation 

Keep poignant, O my soul! 
The irreparable relieve not 

But drink the hemlock whole: 


Who mitigates an anguish 
Degrades it. Let him be, 

Ours be the pang, love's charter 
For immortality. 


[71] 


Perhaps 


I never see the postman 
By his load of romance driven 
But that I think ‘‘Perhaps today 
Perhaps I'll hear from Heaven.”’ 


I never turn a corner 
To some hushed and lovely place 
But that I think “‘Beneath that tree 
Perhaps I’ll see your face.”’ 


The orange tulips on your grave 
Are beautiful to see— 

Because a thing has never been 
Can it, then, never be! 


[72] 


The Shattered Urn 


Maratacs is an urn, 
Chiseled out of love, 
Fashioned by four hands 

And the skill thereof: 


Point and drill and file, 
Turn it to the light, 
Keep the tools from rust, 

Never finish quite. 


Hear the hammers ring! 
O delirious duty! 

Bold be the design, 
Ravishing the beauty: 


Even when it breaks 
Something you may learn— 
See the lovely bits 
Of this shattered urn? 


[73] 


Where Beauty Sits 


Beauty sits opposite me at the table 
CWhere you used to sit) 

Anguish on one side, 

Hope on the other, 

Your boy on my knee. 

We are a strange family 

But I am not afraid 

Of the singing moments 

The strangling moments 

The still moments 

For 

Beauty sits opposite me at the table 
(Where you used to sit). 


[74] 


Toys 


You who loved to play 
Left your golf sticks here 
Cluttering the closet— 
It is very queer. 

Tennis rackets hanging 
Idly on the hook, 

Now that you're Immortal, 
Have a humble look. 
Take them to the attic, 
Save them for the Boy— 
Eternity’s not needing 
Any sort of toy. 


[75] 


Rendezvous 


Sicxness overtakes me 

Like something sweet and bright, 
I breathless lie in bed all day 

And stay awake all night. 


Then when sweet danger’s over 
The dark world looks more fair— 
As though I'd seen you on the street 
Or passed you on the stair. 


[76] 
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[77] 


Time 


Rovnp the picnic fire 

We warm our hands and glow, 
Watch the dancing faces, 

Tell the things we know— 


In the fog beside us 
Time stalks by and muses, 
Putting in his pockets 
Those of us he chooses. 


[8x] 


On Being Advised Not to Return to the Scene of our 
Sorrows 


W uar have I to fear from village streets? 
You weak and blind! Give way! 

Does not the hearse . 
With mournful music tread 

Across my breathless heart 

Ten times a day? 

Did not these hands 

Lift him to Paradise? 

I live with these— 

And love them for they held him: 

Shall I turn my eyes from listening trees 
Because they leaned to hear 

His struggling breath? 

O blessed walls! 

I love you most who saw 

His gallant death. 

You weak and blind! Give way! 
Street, grave and wall 

Can show not anything to me 

For I hold all. 


[82] 


Nine Years Old 


He’s nine years old. 

He carries water from the spring, 
He has a sling-shot now 

But when you left y/ 

He was a little thing. 


Next year he says 

He'll have to have a gun. 

With Brad, just down the Lane, 
I’ve seen him grapple. 

His cheeks are round and hard, 
Just like an apple. 

He says that God 

Is a bad manager, sometimes, 
But he likes Christ. 

He’s quick at making rhymes. 
He gets the mail. 

He’s done for good with naps. 
When I say, “Pick your tools up, Son,”’ 
He says, ‘‘Perhaps.”’ 


[83 ] 


The Builder 


I mer him standing in New Dollar Lane, 

He had a job there—picket fence—Miss Jane 

Objected to the motors right along— : 

And now they’ve smashed her slats. He said, ‘‘It’s wrong, 

These lanes wa’n’t ever built for cars and clutter— 

?Twas Indians that made us hug the gutter. 

Your man went young. Lord! how can such things 
happen?’ | 

I said, ‘“‘We owe you something, don’t we, Cap’n?”’ 

(He built the house, he’d never had his money) 

*‘Sakes, child, your sayin’ that today is funny— 

She said last night, “That Frost bill oughter go, 

That house on Hinkley’s built two years, you know.’ 

Isays, “That girl alone out on the moor 

Has trouble ’nough without I make her poor.’ 

(God takes the strong, and leaves Mad Willie here)— 

I got this fence to build—pay me next year.”’ 


[84] 


The Off-Islander 


“‘Borp young Ghost, you were born off-Island! 
How did you ever get currented here? 

Haunting North Shore and Sankaty highland 
As though you were one of us. Lord, it’s queer! 


“By the cut o’ your jib you wa’n’t a sailor, 
You never told a fisherman’s lies, 

You're not a Swain, and you’re no Whaler, 
You cannot boast the Macy eyes: 


“Yet it seems that you know our weather, 
Slant your eyes like a young sea dog, 

Know where hides our scariest heather, 
"Pear to be ‘climated to our fog: 


“Yet I'll swear you wa'n’t a Quaker, 

You hav’n’t got the Spellman sneer— 
You may be a credit to your Maker— 

All we’re sayin’ you wa’n’t made here!”’ 


“True! I came to your shores for pleasure 
As many do, I'd no thought to die, 
Cap’n aloft cried, ‘No more leisure, 
Reef for a change!’ I said, ‘Aye! Aye!’ 


“But I left my girl where your wind is moaning 
Up from Madeket, on the moor, 


[85] 


She listens alone to the sea’s intoning, 
Hushes the cradle, and bolts the door— 


“‘That’s why I haunt! Don’t look so queerly—- 
You will get used to my Mainland ways, 
Your living descendants liked me, really, 
Many and gay our nights and days— 


‘Greet a young Shade! I’m only a lover! 
—Berrying’s best at Squam, I hear, 

And as I’m so recently come over 
I'll show you where scup bite best this year: 


“Tl give you a hand, Old Ghosts, but only, 
Don’t stand agape on my beaten track, 

Leave me to haunt where my girl walks lonely—_ 
And I'll do up your chores when I come back!”’ 


[86] 


To His Friends 


Maiacomer, quench your blue! 
Terns, cease your wild, wild crying, 
He will not come, he does not hear, 
For he lies dying, dying. 


Blacken, Ginista, your bright gold, 
Lilies, burn up your red, 

He does not care, he cannot see, 
For he is dead, is dead. 


But Broom and Bay, all lovely Friends, 
When the mists on the moors arise, 

He will walk again where he loved to walk 
If you watch with eternal eyes. 


[87] 


On the Moor 


Warm heather carpeted our dream, 
Sweet fern and upland plovers 
Were kind to us where we two walked 
So many years as lovers. 


Now out upon a frozen heath 
I watch diurnal hours 

Fling down about my lonely feet - 
Strange birds and startled. flowers. 


[88] 


Gypsying 


Ons Hidden Forest on a moor, 
Where forests never be, 


All wrapped especially for us 
In breathless mystery: 


One cloud ajar in a closed sky— 
It was the coldest thing— 

You never left me home before 
When you went gypsying. 


[89] 


Nantucket Trees 


Nantucket trees stretch all one way, 
They reach to clasp the parting day: 


Out of the Mother’s rugged breast 
They lean and toss their branches west, 


Writing for men who pass them by 
Eternal questions on the sky— 


Henceforth my empty arms shall be 
Thrown west, like a Nantucket tree. 


[90] 


Northeaster! 


Fresx Northeaster at Chadwick’s Folly! 
High-bush berries flaunt their blue— 
Brushing the sweet-fern, Tom and Holly, 

A pail and a shout between the two— 


Black-caps glisten at Squam as thickly, 
At Tom Nevers’ the sparkling gorse 
Lays down its impudent carpet, prickly, 
Right in the laughing lovers course: 


Miacomet, where in the olden 
Days we two used to wade and run, 
—Light on the fleet-foot sands, and golden,— 
Breakers snatch at your little son. 


Hush, my Darling! the spindrift’s drying! 
I can never arrest the breeze— 

The tide rolls in, and the gulls come crying 
Laughs your Laddie upon my knees. 


[9r] 


New Clothes 


I po not need a velvet gown 
Nor yet a muslin sheer, 
Wrapped in a far horizon 
I go to meet next year. 


I do not care about a roof, 
For carpet just a moor— 
Feet shod to walk Eternity 
Evade the polished floor. 


[92] 


The Early Dead 


“The valley lilies tolling 
For the early dead” 
— ADELAIDE CRAPSEY 


When we are aging 

You left on the moor, 

When Life’s done paging 
Us to the door: 

When Sire with Mater 
Sleeps on the hill, 

Then, Lad, and later, 
You'll dance still. 


When weary’s the walking 
On Hinkley Lane, 
And hushed the talking 
As each prods a cane: 
When Tom’s lame, and Harry, 
And town’s hard to scan— 
Why do you tarry 
A blythe young man? 


When Chadwick's Folly 
Has tipped in the sea— 
When Em’s white, and Holly, 
And the same’s true of me: 
When old steps are rocky 
And blind eyes grieve— 
[93] 


Who’s the Lad in khaki 
Home on leave? 


When Hummock has slumbered 
On a bleak moor : 
Till my hours are numbered— 
Who tries the door? 
When terns come crying 
Their last alarms, 
I will lie dying 
In strong, young armis. 


[94] 


Blown Hair 


Sray little songs, long after we are gone, 
When dried are all our tears in a new dawn: 
For I'll trail westward where the wild winds flare, 
My feet will follow where my heart has gone; 
But Thoughts fly backward from me like blown hair, 
Sing others’ sorrows, others will go on— 
Though love be bliss, and parting be despair— 
We'll not be there. 


[95] 


The Return 


WE rotten in with the tide again 
Upon the lovely shore— 
We found a red-winged blackbird’s nest 
We'd left eons before. 


We threw ourselves in ecstasy 
Upon the scented ground— 

You gathered me gerardia 
And I a sun-dew found. - 


The Hidden Forest lay as still— 
We waked it with our laughter, 
And from the moss and tangled fern 

A child was born thereafter. 


The lichened trees shut out a world 
Which squanders while it saves— 
We picked red lilies blowing 
Upon our own old graves. 


[96] 
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